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[es : 
PULL MANY A PRANK 
HE PLAYED, AND TRICKS MUST FANCIFUL AND STRANGE.” 
- MASSINGER, 
M en of tenacious memory, who retain information 
a week old, may recolleét, in my laft number, a por- 
trait of Meander.— 

“ Aman fo various, that he feem’d to be 

* Not one, bupall mankind's epitome: 

* Who, inthe courfe of one revolving moon, 

‘“ Was poet, painter, lover, and buffoon; 

“ Then all for wenching, gambling, rhyming, drinking, 

** Befides teu thoufand freaks, that dy’d in thinking.” 
Agreeably to a promiffory note, given ina preceding 
efflay, Lnow publith, fromthe diary of this fantattic 
wight, afeleétion, which, if judicioufly improved, may 
fober giddy genius, may fix the volatile, and ftimulate, 
even Loungers. 

= 
MEANDER’S JOURNAL. 

April 8, Monday.—Having lately quaffed plenteous 
draughts, of the ftream of diffipation, I determine to 
bridle my fancy, to practice felf-denial, to live foberly, 
and to ftudy withardor. That I may with eafe dif- 
charge the various duties of the day, 1 propofe, that 
‘¢ Strutting Chanticleer” and, myfelf, fhould unrooft 
at the fame hour. With this refolve, I couple a de- 
termination, to itudy law with plodding diligence, 
and to make my profeflien, and acourfe of hiftory, my 
capital objects. 

Memorandum. Belles lettres muft be confidered a 
fubaltern purfuit. If Lrife at the dawn, and ftudy ju- 
rifprudence till noon, 1 fhall have the fatisfaéion to 
reflect, that I have difcharged my Jdegal duty for the 
day. This courfe, duly perfitted in, will probably 
make me fomething more than a Tyro, in the language 
of the law. If 1 pore over my folios with the dili- 
gence I propofe, I fhallacquire, in Blackftone’s phrafe, 
fuch a legal apprehenfion, that the obfeurities, which 
at prefent confound me, will vanith, and my journey 
throngh the wilderne/s of law, will, peradventure, 
become deleAable. 

Tuefday. Overflept myfelf, did not rife till nine. 
Dreffed, and went out, imtending to go to the office ; 
but, as the morning was uncommonly beautiful, I re- 
colle@ed an aphorifm of Dr. Cheyne’s, that exercife 
fhould form part of a ftudent’s religion. Accordingly, 
J rambled through the woods fordwo hours. The ma- 
gic of rural fcenes diverted Fancy, whom, om my re- 
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turn to the office, I wifhed to retire, that her elder fif- 
ter, Judgment might have an opportunity to hold a 
conference with the fage Blackftone: but, the fportive 
flut remained, dancing about, and I found my fpi- , 


rits fo agitated, that,+to calm them, I took upa vo- - 


lume of plays, and read two acts in Centlivre’s Buly 
Body. 

Afternoon, 2 o’clock.—Took upa folio, and began 
to read a Britifh ftatute ; meanwhile, I received a bil- 
let, importing that a couple of my college cronies were 
at a neighbouring inn, who wifhed me to make one of 
afelec&t party. Lcomplied. The facritices to Mercury 
and Bacchus, wore away the night, and it was day, be- 
fore I retired to the land of drowfyhead, as Thomfon 
quaintly expreffes it. 

Wednefday.—Rofe at ten; fauntered to the office 
and gaped over my book. Low fpirits and a dull morn- 
ing, had raifed fuch a fog around my brain, that I 
could hardly difcern afentiment. Opened a “‘ differta- 
tion on memory,” read till my own failed. I then 
threw away my book, and threw myfelf ou the bed; 
I can’t tell how long I remained there, but, fome- 
body thaking me by the thoulder, I opened my eyes and 
faw—the maid, who came to inform me it was 8 o’clock 
in the evening, and that coffee was ready. 

Thurflay.—Went out at feven, with a determina- 
tion to attend to bufinefs; thoughtl might venture to 
call at a friend’s houfe; on my entrance faw a brace of 
beauties, whofe fmiles were fo animating that they de- 
tained me, ‘* charmed by witcheryof eyes,” till neon. 
I returned to my lodgings, and finding my fpirits too 
fublimated for ferious ftudy, I beguiled the remainder 
of the afternoon, by writing a fonnet to Laura, 

Evening. Lounged to my bookfhelf, with an intent 
to open Blackitone, but made a miftake, and took down 
a volume of Hume’s History of England. Attention 
became quite engroffed by his narrative of the reign 
ef Henry I. A verfatile, brilliant genius, who blended 
in one bright ailemblage, ambition, prudence, elo- 
quence and enterprize; who received and merited, 
what I think, the moft glorious of all titles, that of 
Beauclerc, or, the polite fcholar, The formidable 
folios, which ttood befere me, feemed frowaingly to 
aik, why I did not link te my ambition, that prudence, 
which formed part of Henry’s fame? The remorfeful 
blufh of a moment, tinged my cheek, and I boldly 
grafped a reporter; but, flraightway recoliecting, that 
I had recently fupped, and that, after a full meal, ap- 
plication was pernicious to health, I edjourned the caufe 
Prudence verfus Meander, till morning. 

Friday.—Rofe at the dawn, which is the firft time I 


have complied with my refolution, of unrogfting with 


the cock. ‘* Projecting many things, but accompliih- 
ing none,” is the motto to my coat cf arms. Began my 
ftudies, noting with nice care, the curfous diftinétion 
in law, between general and {pecial Tail; at length, I 
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grew weary of my tafk, and thought with Shakefpeare’s 
Horatio, that *twere confidering too curioully, to con- 
fider thus. Began to chat with my companions ; weare, 
when indolent, ever advocates for relaxation; but, 
whether an attorney’s office is the place, where idling 
fhould be tolerated, is a queftion, which I do not with 
to determine in the negative. Finifhed my morning 
ftudies with ‘ Hafen Slawkenbergius’s tenth decad.”’ 

Afternoon.—Did nothing very bufily till four. Seiz- 
ed with a lethargic yawn, which lafted till feven, when 
a dilh of coffee, reftored animation, and on the entrance 
of a friend, fell into general converfation ; made a tran- 
f.tien to the feenes of our boyifh days, and till midnight, 
employed memory in conjuring up to view, the f:ades 
of our departed joys. 

Saturday.— Slept but little, Jaft night. My imagi- 
nation was fo bufy in caftle building, that fhe would 
not repofe. Dreamed that Lord Coke threw his “ In- 
ftitute” at me. Rofe at nine, lookedabroad; and thé 
atmofphere being dufky, and my fpirits abfent on fur- 
Jough, felt unqualified for reading. For feveral days 
there has been a fucceflion of gloomy tkies. The beft 
writers affirm fuch weather is unfriendly to mental la- 
bour. The poet fays 

“ While thefe dull fogs invade the head 
** Memory minds not what is read.” 

Took up a magazine, which I carefully fkimmed but 

obtained no cream. Cracked, in the Dean of St. Pat- 
rick’s phrafe, a rotten nut, which coft me a tooth and 
repaid me with nothing but a worm.—Breakfaited ; re- 
fieted on the occurrences of the week. In the drama 
of my life, procraftination, and indolence, are the prin- 
cipal aGors. My refolutions ffag, and my {tudies lan- 
guihh. I muft ftrive to check the irreguiar fallies of 
fancy. Inever shall be ufeful to others, till I havea 
better command of nfvfelf. Surely one, abiding in the 
howers of eafe, may improve, if induftry be not want- 
ng. Alfred could read and write, eight hours every 
day, though he fought fifty fix pitched battles, and ref- 
cued a kingdom ; and Chatterton, the ill-fated boviih 
bard, compofed, though cramped by penury, poems 
of more invention than many a work which has been 
kept nine years and publifhed at a period of the ripeft 
maturity. When I fiy from bufinefs, let ambition, 
therefore, think on, and prattice thefe things. 1 deter- 
mine, next week, to eifect an entire revolution in my 
condué, to form a new plan of ftudy, and to adhere to 
it with pertinacity. As this week is on the eve of ez- 
piration, it would be fuperfiuons to fit down to ferious 
bufinefs. I therefore amufed myfelf, by dipping into 
Akenfide’s ** Pleafures of Imagination ;” read till five, 
vifited a friend, and converfed with him, till midnight ; 
converfation turned on propriety of conduc, for which 
I was a {trenuous advocate—* ** * * ** 

Here, the journal of Meander was abruptly clofed. 
i was curious to leara in what manner, he employed his 





week of reformation. On the enfuing Moiftlay, he 
grew weary of his books ; inftead of mounting Pegafus, 
and vifiting Parnaffus, he actually {trode a hack-horfe 
of mere mortal mould, and, in queft of diverfion, com- 
menced a journey. He was accompanied, not by the mu- 
fes, but by a party of jocund reveHers; and, prior to my 
friend’s departure, the laft words he was heard to fay, 
or rather roar, were the burden of a well known ana- 
creontic ‘* dull thinking will make a man crazy.” 

The character and journal of Meander, fearcely need 
acommentary. There thall be none. I was not born 
in Holland, and only Dutchmen are qualified to write 
notes, But I will.make an apoftrophe. 

Ye tribe of Mercurialifts ! in the name of prudence, 
avoid eccentricity; expand not your fluttering pinions; 
trudge the foot-way path of life; dethrone Fancy and 
crown Commor Senfe. Let each one, feek and fulfil hi¢ 
daily tak, ‘* one to his farm, and another to his mer- 
chandize.” 
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NOTICES OF 


THE LATE ADAM SMITH, LL D, AUTHOR oF 


‘6 THE WEALTH OF NATIONS,” 


Fy has been often obferved, that the hiftory of a lite. 
rary perfon confifts chiefly of his works. The works 
of Dr. Adam Smith are fo peneraliy known, as to itand 
in need neither of enumeration nor encomium in this 
place ;—nor could a dry detail of the dates when he en- 
tered fuch afchool or college, or when he obtained 
fuch or fuch a ftep of advancement in rank or fortune, 
prove interefting. Itis enongh, if our readers be in- 
formed, that Mr. Smith having difcharged for fome 
years, with great applaufe, the important duties of 
profeffor of moral philofophy in Glafgow, was made 
choice of asa proper perfon to fuperintend the educa- 
tion of the Duke of Buccleugh, and to accompany him 
in his tour toEurope. In the difcharge of this duty, he 
gave fo much ‘fatisfaétion to all the parties concerned, 
as to be able, by their intereft, to obtain the place of 
commifiioner of cuftoms and falt-duties in Scotland ; 
with the emoluments arifing from which office, and his 
other acquirements, he was enabled to {pend the latter 
part of his life in a ftate of independent tranquillity. 
Before his death, he burnt all his manufcripts, except 
onc, which, we hear, contains a hiftory of Aftronomy, 
which will probably be laid betore the public by his ex- 
ecutors in due time. 

Of the late Dr. Samuel Johnfon, Dr. Smith had a 
very contemptuous opinion. ‘ I have feen that crea- 
“« ture,” faid he, ‘* Dolt up in the midft of a mixed com- 
“¢ pany ; and, without any previous notice, fall upon bis 
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** knees behind a chair, repeat the Lord’s Prayer, and 
‘¢then refame his feat at table-—He has played this 
«¢ freak over and over, perhaps five or fix times in the 
** courfe ofan evening. It is not hypocrify, but mad- 
‘¢nefs. Thoughan honeft fort of man hiinfelf, he is 
‘« always patronizing fcoundrels, Savage, for inftance, 
‘«whom he fo loudly praifes, was but a worthlefs fel- 
¢« low ; his penfion of fifty pounds never lafted him Jon- 
*« ver thana few days. Asa fample of his ceconomy, 
«* you may take a circumftance, that Johnfon himfelf 
« once told me. It was, at that period, fathionable to 
«< wear {carlet cloaks trimmed with gold lace; and the 
«© Doétor met him one day, juft after he had got his pen- 
“fion, with one of thefe cloaks upon his back, while, 
*< at the fame time, his naked toes were fticking through 
*¢ his thoes.” 

He was no admirer-of the Rambler or the Idler, and 
hinted, that he had never been able to read them.— 
He was averfe to the conteft with America, yet he 
fpoke highly of Johnfon’s political pamphlets: but, 
above all, he was charmed with that refpecting Falk- 
land’s Iflands, as it difplayed, in fuch forcible language, 
the madnefs of modern wars. 

I ing sired his opinion of the late Dr. Campbell, au- 
thor of the Political Survey of Great Britain. He 
told me, that he never had been above once in his com- 
that the Doctor was a voluminous writer, and 
one of thofe authors who write from one end of the 
week to the other, without interruption. A gentleman, 
who happened to dine with Dr. Campbell in the honfe 
of a common acquaintance, remarked, that he would 
be glad to poffeis a complete fet of the Doétor’s works. 
The hint was not loft; for the nezt morning he was fur- 
prifed at the appearance of a cart before his door. This 
cart was loaded with the books he had afked for ;—the 
driver’s bill amounted to feventy pound; ; As Dr. Camp- 
bell compoled a part of the univerial hiitory, and of the 
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Biographia Britannica, we may fuppofe, that thefe two 
ponderous articles formed a great part of the cargo. 
The Doctor was in ule to get a number of copies of his 
publications from the printer, and keep thent ia his 
houfe for fuch an opportunity. A gentleman who came 
in one day, exclaimed, with furprife, “« Have you ever 
*¢ read all thefe books.”’—‘* Nay.” replied Doctor Camp- 
bell, laughing ‘‘ I have written them.” 

Of Swift, Dr. Smith made frequent and tonourable 
mention. He denied, that the Dean could ever have 
written the Pindarics printed under his name. He 
affirmed, that he w nted nothing but inclination to 
have become one of the greateft of all poets.- ‘* But in 
** place of this, he is only a golliper, writing merely 
*€ for the entertaintment of a private circle.” He re- 
garded Swift, both in ftyle and fentiment, as a patteri 
of correétnefs. He read to me fome of the fhort poet 
ical addreffes to Stella, and was particularly pleafed 
with one Coupiect,—** Say, Stella, feel you no content, 
“ refleding on a life well-fpent.”— Though the Dean’s 











verfes are remarkable for eafe and fimplicity, yet the 
compofition required an effort. To exprefs this diti- 
culty, Swift uied to fay, that a verfe came from him 
like a guinea. Dr. Smith confidered the lines on his own 
death, as the Dean’s poetical mafter-piece. He thought 
that upon the whole, his poetry was correé, after he 
fettled in Ireland, when he was, as he himfelf faid, fur- 
rounded ‘* only by humble friends.” 

[To be contioued. } 





MISCELLANY. 


f—$——______—_—_ —_____} 


A PANEGYRIC UPON IMPUDENCE, 
[raom “sy¥tva, on THE woop,” 


Orarons and. men of wit have frequently amufed them- 
felves with maintaining paradoxes. Thus, Erafmus 
has written a panegyric upon folly: Montaigne has faid 
fine things upon ignorance, which he fomewhere calls 
“* the fofteft pillow a man can lay his head upon :*? and 
Cardan, in his Excomium Neronis, has, 1 fuppofe, de- 
fended every vice and every folly. It is aftonifhing to 
me, that no one has yet dove juitice to impudence 
which has fo many advantages, and for which fo much 
may be faid. Did it never itrike you, what fimple, na- 
ked, uncompounded impudence will do? what ftrange 
and attunithing effects it wi.l produce? Aye, and with- 
out birth, without property, without principle, with- 


out even artifice and addreis, without indeed anv fingle 


quality, but the es frontis triplex, “ the front of three- 
“* fold brafs.” 

Object not folly, vice, or villainy however black: 
thele are puny things: from a vilage truly bronzed and 
icared, from features mufcularly fixed and hardened, 
iffues torth a broad overpowering glare, by which all 
thele are as totally hid, as the {pots of the fun by the 
luftre of his beams. Were this-not fo, how is it, that 
impudence ihall make impreilions to advantage; fhall 
procnre adiiilion to the highett perfonages, .and no quef- 
tions afked; shall tu‘ice (in fhort) to makea man’s for- 
tune, where no modeit merit could even render itfelf 
vifible? I afk no more to infure fuccefs, than thet there 
be but enough of it: withoutduccefs a man is ruined 
and undone, there being no- mean. Should one ravage 
half the globe, and deftroy a- million of his fellow-crea- 
tures, yet, if at length he arrive at empire, as Czfar 
did, he shall be admired while living as an hero, ant 
adored perhaps as a god when dead > though, were the 
very fame perfon, like Cataline, to fail in the attempt, 
ae would be hanged as a fcoundrel robber, and his name 
levoted to intamy or oblivion. 

But to proceed. Pray, what do you think the elder 
i'liny fuggefts, when he atirms it to be ‘‘ the prerogative 
‘sof the Art of Healing, that anv man, who preferfes 
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‘‘ himfelf a phyfician, is inftantiy received as fuch?” 
He certainly fuggefts, that fuch fort of profeffors in 
his days, like the itinerant and advertiling dottors of 
ours, had a more than ordivarvy pertion ef that bold, 
felf-important, and confident look und manner, which 
witha very little heightening, may jyftly be called im- 
pudence. And what but this contd enable a little paltry 
phyfician, of no name or charaéter, to gain fo mighty 
an afcendency over fuch a fpirit, as that of Lewis XI. 
of France? Read the account in Philip de Comines ; and 
then blame me, if you can, for thimking fo highly of 
this accomplifhment.—True it is, Lewis was afraid of 
death eyen to horror, and fo as not to bear the found 
of the word; and I grant, that on this fame fear the 
empire of phyfic, as well as the empire of divinity, is 
chiefly founded: but I infift, thet neither’ the one nor 
the other will ever be railed cifectually, without the aid 
and co-operation of this great and fovereign quality. 
Pope Gregory VIL. who governed the church from 
1073 to 1085, is celebrated for having carried-eccle- 
fiattical dominion to the height : for he was the firft who 
maintained and eftablifhed, that popes, by excommuni- 
cation, may depofe kings from their ftates, and loofe 
fubjeas from their alleciance. And how did he effect 
this? Not by genius or eloquence ; not by a knowledge 
of canon law, and the conftitutions of the holy fee ; no, 
nor by the arts of policy and grimaces of his religion 
(with all which others had been endowed as well as he) 
but by a mo infolent, daring, ufurping fpirit. He 
feized the papal chair by force, as it were; threw the 
church into contfufion to gratify his ambition; made 
kings his flaves, and bifhops his creatures ; and eftab- 
lithed in his own perfon a tyranny over things both fpi- 
ritual and temporal.—But my admiration of impudence 


tranfports me too far: 1 will fay no more upon it, 
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SONNET TO ADVERSITY. 
SWEET ARE THE USES OF ADVERSITY !—SHAKESPEARE, 











Necurctep NYMPH, that with unpitied figh 
Turn’tt thy white cheek to every ftriking gale, 
While the bafe crew with wounding taunts affail, 

And WORTHLESS WEALTH averts his wint’ry eye! 

Yet the rich virtues follow in thy train, 

Thine is Compaflion’s tear, Submiffion’s calm, 
Infpiring Hope, Religion’s healing balm, 

And mild Philofophy’s inftructive ftrain. 

Thine is the plaintive Poet's touching fong 
That tunes with melody the chords of Care, 

To fmile forgivenefs on the curelefs wrong, 

And heal the wounded fpirit of Defpair. 
Ah, may I ne’er forget thy voice divine, 
But blefs the hour, that made its precepts MINE. 
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A NOSEGAY OF CULLED FLOWERS, WITH NOTHING OF OU® 
OWN, BUT THE THREAD, THAT TIES THEM,” 
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LINES, WRITTEN ON A GAMING TABLE. 


To gild o’er avarice with a fpecious name, 
To fuffer torment, while for {port you game; 
Time to reverfe, and order to defy, 

To make your temper fubjeét to a dye ; 

To curfe your fete, for each unlucky throw, 
Your reafon, fenfe, and prudence to forego ; 
To call each aid infernal to your part, 

To fit with anxious eyes and aching heart, 
And fortune, time end health to throw away, 
Is what our modern men of tafte call Peay. 





ANECDOTE. 
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Ow the firft night of the reprefentation of the comedy 
of the Sufpicious Huiband, foete fat by a plain, honett, 
well meaning citizen, whole imagination was ftrongly 
impreifed by the incidents of the play. At dropping of 
the curtain, the wit complained to his neighbour of the 
impropricty of fuffering Ranger to go off as he came on, 
without being reclaimed. Could not the author, faid 
he, throw this youth, in the courfe of his noéturnal 
rambles, into fome ridiculous fcene of diftrefs, which 
might have reclaimed him? As he now ftands, who 
knows but the rogue, after all the pleafure he has given 
us, may fpend the night in a reund houfe ;—Then 
fays the Cit, if it happens in my Ward, Pil releafe him, 
for I'm fure he is too honefl a fellow to run away from his 
bail, 





LEVITIES. 








A Devonfhire droll has thus burlefqued the lullaby 
paftoral of Shenttone, ** My banks they are éurniih’d 
with bees, &c.” 

My beds are al! furnith’d with fleas, 


Whofe bitings mvite meto fcratch ; 
Well fteck’d are my orchards with jays, 
Aud my pighies white over with thatch, 


1 feldom a pimple have met, 
Such healih does magnetia beftow ; 
My horfepond is border'd with wet, 
Where burdock and marlh-mallows grow. 








FROM ‘THE PRESS OF WILLIAM SPOTSWOOD, N°-55 
MARLBOZFOUGH-STREET, BOSTON, 












ee ee 


